On such opinions and capacities

Is built, as rise and fall to more and less:

Alas! His but a casual happiness.

Hath ever any man t'himself assign'd

This or that happiness t'arrest his mind,

But that another man which takes a worse.

Thinks him a fool for having ta'en that course ?

They who did labour Babel's tow'r t*erect,

Might have consider'd, that for that effect

All this whole solid earth could not allow,

Nor furnish forth materials enow;

And that his centre, to raise such a place,

Was far too little to have been the base.

No more affords this world foundation

T'erect true joy, were all the means in one.

But as the Heathen made them several gods

Of all God's benefits and all his rods,

(For as the wine, and corn, and onions arc

Gods unto them, so agues be and war)

And as by changing that whole precious gold

To such small copper coins they lost the old,

And lost their only God^ who ever must

Be sought alone, and not in such a thrust:

So much mankind true happiness